LETTERS         FROM         LAUSANNE

owe to chemists many discoveries and useful in-
ventions, and many interesting things; but their
proceedings give me no pleasure. I observe nature
as a lover; they Study her as anatomists.

LETTER VIII
(The same)

Something occurred the other day which caused
me excessive emotion and alarm, I was reading,
and my Englishman was gazing silently into the
fire, when Cecilia returned from a visit she had
been paying, with her face white as death. I
was excessively alarmed. I asked her what was
the matter, what had happened to her. The
Englishman, almost as much distressed as I and
almost as pale as Cecilia, implored her to speak.
She would not say one word. He wished to with-
draw, saying that it was undoubtedly his presence
that kept her from speaking; she held him back by
his coat and set to weeping or rather to sobbing.
I embraced her, I petted her, we gave her some-
thing to drink; still her tears flowed. Our silence
must have lasted more than half an hour. In order
to leave her more at her ease I had taken up my
work again, and he had begun to play with the dog.
At length she said to us, " It is very hard for me
to explain to you what has atTeded me so much,
and my own unhappiness vexes me more than its
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